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PREFACE. 


A 4.4 a 


28 
—— 


THE following Dramatic Trifle having 
been submitted to the Tribunal of Public 
Opinion, and, in the language of the Theatre, 
completely damned, it was withdrawn, and 
doomed to oblivion. But considering the 
imperfect hearing it obtained at the Theatre, 
and the terms of contempt in which it has 
been spoken of by some of the public prints, 
I am inclined to hope that, by publishing it, 
no farther loss of reputation can be sus- 
tained. 


It is cam printed 12 the Res 8 
book, excepting in the instance of the first 
song in the Second Act, where the original 
is restored, in lieu of a substitute written at 
the Tg wah of one of the performers, on Oo 
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short notice, that she had not sufficient time 
to commit it to her memory: and in the sup- 
pression of some repetitions of the cant 
phrase Give me credit for that,” which 
having been left to the discretion of the 
performer, cannot be deemed an unfair re- 


trenchment. 


It was not till towards the middle of the _ a 
piece that the aukward dress, and a defici- 
ency in the recitation of one of the actors, 
occasioned marks of disapprobation; which 
increased so as to preclude the possibility of 
hearing even the elegant and scientific Music 


of ATTWwoop. 


| It is but doing ] stice to the Gentleman 
1 who assisted me in writing the piece, to says 
that he disapproved of the princi ple on which 
it was constructed ;—he thought the plot 
defective, and that the most transcendent 
talents would be necessary to produce suc- 
cessful dialogue, unfounded on some busi- 
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ness or action going forward on the stage. 
These objections certainly have their force, 


especially at a time when the sensibility of 
the public palate must have been diminished 


by the high-seasoned dishes it has of late 
been accustomed to. 


Some of the newspapers, while t hey con- 
- demn the Dialogue, in some degree approved 
of the Songs; but having at the same time 
insinuated that they were written by a par- 
ticular friend &, I deem it indispensable to 


declare that that Gentleman had no concern 3 


whatever in either. | 


CHARLES SMITH. 
James Street, Adelphi, | | 
20th Oct. 1798. 
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Rivers - - - - - Mr. 
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Juliana Miss 
- - Mrs, 


| 


Sbrirri, Sc. 


Masks 


lacledon 
Fawcett 
Townsend 

Abbot. 


Davenport 
Wheatley © 
Martyr. 
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SCRNE-L. 


4 Street i in ns. Enter Pis an1, who knocks at a 
' Gate; J then enter Mrs. BLARNEY. | 


7 


Piu. Lr Lady Hopkins know that Count Pi- 
sani is here to wait upon her. 
Mes. Blar. Oh! your servant, your Honour! your 
Servant, Count Pisani! (Courtesying, and walking 
round to examine him.) Arrah ! burn you now, my 
jewel,' but I knew you was my old friend Francesco, 
before you said a word about being any body else. 
Pisani. Pray don't forget yourself, good woman. 
Mrs. Blar. Upon my modesty, I believe I should 
forger, myself before I should forget you. Do you 
think that 1 don't remember how you witha out of 
my house one night in your sleep, and mistook your 
master's clothes and morey for your own ; which 
made the Pope's officers mistake you for a thief ?— 
Do you think Idon't remember how the hard- hearted 
creatures took all the skin off your back in less time 
than I could peel a potato. 
 Pisani. Zitto! Hush, Mrs. Blarney ! ( Putting 
tis hand before her mouth ) I am Francesco. - 
. Mrs. Blar. Well, to be sure it was a fine sight. 
All Rome was looking on and to be sure you did 
not make a very pretty noise. Upon my conscience, 
I don't believe I ever heard one of my on coun- 
B trymen 


1 (T KOME. 


trymen set up a sweeter howl at the burying of 4 
thirteenth eousin. It would have done any one's 
heart good to hear you. 
Pisani. My dear Mrs. Blarney, be quiet! | 
Mrs. Blar. But, pray now, how did you get 
back? They told me, that to pfevent your hurting 
yourself by walking in your sleep again, they had 
chained your leg fast to a bug Oar in one of his Ho- 
liness's galleys. 
Pisani. For Heaven's sake, hold your tongue 
Mrs. Blur. And how did you come by your fine 
clothes and your new title? Did you pick them 
up in your sleep too ? But mind, my dear crea- 
ture, to keep out of the way of those wicked officers. 
Only think if they should stick you in the pillory, 
and cut your ears and nose off, how much it would 
pnt you out of countenance | 
Pisani. No, no, Mrs. Blarney there's no fear of 
that. Nothing can be more strictly honest than my 
present conduct, I am making honourable propo- 
sals to Miss Juliana, the daughter of your lodger, 
Sir Timothy Hopkins, citizen and brewer. Now, 
if you will keep my secret, and assist me in obtaining 
her, I will e engage to give you a thousand 


scquins. g 
Mrs. Blar. As your intentions are ban e 


Sir, you might have relied upon my honour alone. 
Though, to be sure, if my interest can be made to 
draw with it, so much the better, But what wilt 
Her father say, if he knows nothing at ail about | it, 
and she marries against his consent? 

Pisani. O! he's governed by ls cara spoga, who 
was once his cook-maid, and still continues to rule 
the roast. I have flattered the vulgar old harridan, 
till I believe she's half in love with me herself; and 


* 1 at he Ty things Sir e chinks 


he 


— 
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he says, almost as heartily as himself, I stand in very 
high favour with him also. | | 

* Blar. And, pray, where did you get ac- 
quainted with them? 

Pisani. At Venice; where I found Sir Timothy 
and his lady in the middle of the grand canal ; and 
deu they and the Gondoliers were roaring out 
English and Italian as loud as the lion of St. Mark, 
they might have staid there till now, if J had not 
served them as an interpreter. 

Mrs. Blar. But where was Miss Julians, She 
Speaks Italian very well, 

' Pisani. She was ill. You know it js on account 
of her bad health that they are making the tour of 
ys an 1 it is for that I wish to provide a remedy 


712 
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Pisuni. To cure her of ev- ry disease, 
She'll find me a doctor quite pat; 
No fear but she soon will have ease, 
When I give my n and all that. 


aur Au. Take heed haw you manage your 
schemes; 
Ĩ the old ones should once smell a . 
Fel to your fine golden dreams, 
You'll be banish'd, and whipt, and all 
wo. (Points to her neck J 
Pisani. Ah! wherefore suggest such a thought ?: 
It renders my spirits quite flat; 
How hard is the poor wretch's lot, 
I To hang, or to wed, and all chat! 
N Pointing to bis  forchead Y, 
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SCENE * 


4 Drawing Room at Mrs. Done! 6. Euer Pis Axr 


and Lady HopX1X: 


Fm. Nail e rehiavs, Madama. 
| (Bowing extravagantly. ) 


L. Hop. (Courtesying « the Same manner.) Count, 


your servant. I'm very glad to see you. - But pray 


don't talk your 2 gibberidge to me; you 


knows I don't understand your lingo, and you Speaks 


English with as much Pproper-r20ty as 1 does. 1 
wonder how you learnt it so well. ; | 
Pisani. I have bad several English masters, Ma- 


dam. Aude. ) By San Genaro ! I never spoke a 


truer word in my life.—And then I have conversed 


with many of your countrymen in Russia, where, 1 


served all the Turkish war. 
I. Hop. Oh! dear Count, what, you have been 


in the wars; I dares t Say you have run a good 
many risks. 


Pram. Why, yes, 1 your Ladyship says, I have 8 
been in some little danger. I was once blown up in 


the Black Sea, and found myself riding very com- 


fortably on a gun- carriage, without a rag on. Ano- 


ther time 1 had my night- cap shot off by a cannon- 
ball as J was lying fast asleep in my tent, and not 
dreaming of any such accident. But Corpo de 


Bacco ] when we took the fort, I made the skins of 
the Turks pay for my apparel. 


L. Hop. Pray how was that, Count? 
Pisani. I'Il tell your Ladyship. We had been 


six months before the place, and the garrison was 


reduced to the last extremity. , 
IL. Hop. What, wut they had no victuals, 


fire to their bombs with. 


nor no coatbuaribles to : 
Pisani. 


* 


Pisani. I beg pardon, my Lady: they were nei- 
ther in want of provisions nor ammunition. They 
were in want of opium. CE 

L. Hop. And so that made them give in? 

Pisani. When I found this, I advised Plissee Po- 
temkin to let a supply of opium get into the place; 
and the poor Mussulmen, who had been kept so long 

upon short commons, took such an unconscionable 
dose, that every mother's son fell as fast asleep as a 
country congregation at evening prayers. The con- 
sequence was, that we caught them napping; and, 
while they were dreaming of Mahomet's paradise, 

sent them there: not a man of them awoke till he 
was in the other world. I, for my share, E N 
three hundred and ninety- seven. 

L. Hop. Why, A pe you did not Kill all the 
poor wretches:”” 

Pisani. Sure, your Ladyship 9686 1 not piey Turks 


and Infidels! fellows who marry fifty wives a- piece! 


L. Hop. Fifty wives a- piece! O, the unconscion- 
able villains! I hope you killed every man of ther. 
Pisani. As J hope for mercy, we did not spare a 


living soul. It was a most glorious sight! Did your 


 Ladyship ever see a battle ? 

I. Hop. Yes, I've seen a great many among odr 
draymen, and 1 it always throw'd me into such a quan- 
dary. 
'  Pisani, But I mean, between two armies ?* 


L. Hop. No, Count : we never lets the wy” 


come into the city. 


Pisani. Why, hen, I think 16 give you aver 
good idea of one.” 


| SONG. 
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When first for battle we prepare, 
The foot drawn u p here, and the cavalry there, 
A silence deep, 
As if all were asleep, 
EKReigns thro' the field. 
Like to statues the soldiers tand, 
Ev'ry man with his gun in his hand, 
Ev'ry man in his place; 
And tho nobody 8 kiled, 
Yet there's death in ey'ry face. 


But when the trumpets begin to none 
The drums to beat and the fifes to play, 
The horses all snort and paw the ground, 
And ev'ry heart sends fear far away. 
Each man is | 
To draw his trigger, © 
Furiously on the horsemen drive; 
* cannon- balls cheerly sing over head, 
The muskets POP, 
The soldiers dr 


We begin to be all alive. by 


The coward, whose heart at first fail'd him the most, 


When he sees the blood running, Stands firm at his 
| Post; 


Grow fierce as a bull-dog, and, scorning to fly, 


He cries to his comrades, We'll conquer or die," 
*  Tho' cover'd with stains 
Of sweat, blood, and brains, 
And smear'd with gunpowder, 
| Still louder and louder 
He roars out, We'll conquer or die.“ 
N Then 
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Then on the ground as the wounded lie, 
Each to Heav'n turns up his eye, 
In a woeful way; 
And rogues who before _ 
Only curs'd:and swore, 
| Now do nothing but whimper and pray. 
Their praying and moaning, 
Their whining and groaning, 
The squalling of trumpets and rattling of drums, 
The roaring of cannon and bursting of bombs, 
Make as metry a concert as heart can desire; 
While the Captains $0 bluff, 
Cry, Boys, stick to your stuff; 
Make feady !-—Present !—PFire ! 
Make ready Present Fire! 


Enter Juli Ax A and Sir Tixornr. 


Jul. Heavens! Mamma, what's the matter? Is 
the house on fire? 
L. Hop. The house on fire! no, child; it's only 
the Count singing a battle. 

Jul. I dare say the Count would much rather Sing 
a battle than fight one. 

L. Hop. You're mistaken, Juliana: the Count i is 
an extinguished warrior, and has killed I don't know 
how many Turks. Sad villains, who marry fifty 
wives a- piece]! He stuck them all when they were 
fast asleep. ; 
Jul. Yes, and I suppose was dreaming himself 

when he did it. 
Sir Tim. Tou are too severe on the Count, child. a 
He told me his exploits when we were at Venice, | 
and, I assure you, they are wonderful. What was 
it they called you and your sword, i 8-7 +: 
Pitcani. 


8 Y «6 DAT. AT ROME.” 


Want T hey nicknamed: me the Salamander, 
because I lived in the midst of fire -and called my 
sword the Widow-maker. + 

Sir Tim. Why, indeed, if every man you killed 
had fifty wives, your sword must have made widows 
enough in all conscience —A good hit, eh? Give 
me credit for that. Ha! ha! ha! 

Pisani. Ah! you're always witty, Sir Timothy, 
Ha! ha! ha! 

Sir Tim. And then, Joliana, the Count told me 
that he used to catch cannon-bullets like cricket- 
balls; draw burning fuses out of bomb-shells, like 
corks from sparkling Champaign; swallow musket- 
Shot like caraway comfits, and digest cold iron like 
a young ostrich; and yet, after all, he says that he 
cannot stand the fire of your eyes, Ha! ha! ha! 

I. Hop. Indeed, Juliana, you must have com- 
passion on the poor Count, You must not let a 
brave soldier melt away before the flames of love. 

Sir Tim. There's no danger, my dear; the 
Count's a salamander, you Know, and can live in 

the midst of fire. Give me credit for that. Ha! 
ha! ha! | 

L. Hop. Come, don't fook $0 rejected, Counts 2 
patience and perverseness, you know, does wonders. 5 
I dare say, Juliana will marry one day or another. 

Sir Tim. Aye, aye; you shall talk of your love 
another time: and, in the meanwhile, pray tell me 
if you have let the antiquary know that T $hall call 
upon him this morning. No fun in the carnival- 
time without a few ee W998. hit, eh? Ha 2 
ha! ha! 

Pisani. I told 8 Sir Timothy, and. he 8 
to be at home all the morning, in een of che 
honour you intend him. 

I. Hop. While you go to Mr. Maerusty 85 Iwill. 
ferch a little walk with the Ceunt, He has ond 


OO. 


K DAT AT. Ko 
te she me the Vacuum and the cuhuco. What 


do you do, Juliana! ? | 4 
Jul. PI _ at 1 and amuse a with my 
e e . | 


F ) 


servs III. 4 Room in Maeruiy s House, crowded; 

with Busts and Pictures, Crockery painted 
brown. and black, to "FOO Etruscan | 
Vates. | 8 wh | 


i Euter Macrusty, with spectacles on, Had High 
Eis nose, Gioachino, with his hair in a net, and a 
choke, without Sleeves, down to his heels, 


Mac. Cn 


unter 3 


Gio. Excellenza ! - 

Mac. Gang and bid Signar Daubino lay a thicker 
coat of dirt and brown varnish o'er the next picture 
he sends. The infant Hercules I sold the da day, 
was an hundred years tog youlgs | |... 

Gio. Excellenza, si- 

Mac. And as you come hack again call at Signor 
Chisellini's, the statuary, and desire him to put out 
Cupid's eyes, knock off Mars's sword arm, and 
break Venus's leſt leg. I never yet could sell a sta- 
tue for an antique, if jt hadna' at least twa or three 
compound fractures. 

Gio. Excellenza, i. 

Mac. And gang to the 1 and get 
three dozen of the twelve Cæsars, and let them a' be 
as rusty as the mus kets of the Pope 8 guards, 

Gio. Excellenza, gi. 

Mac. And half a gross of, sepulchral- Amps; as : 


they a are * 9 to come frae the dead, let them 5 
43 15 C e 
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expect a customer immediately. 
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be put in mourning ; let them be Smoked as ; black 


as the muckle De'il. 


Gio. Excellenza, si, niente altro 3 2 JT 
Mac. No, nothing else; only make haste, for 1 


[Exit 88 


(Alone. ) Gude faith, of a' the trades I ever tried, 

frae a pedlat to a doctor of pheesic, this same buz- 

ness ot n antiquary is the best. The six brass coins 

] sold yesterday to Lord Gimcrack will keep me in 
siller these six months; and the earthen pot, pur- 

chased last week by Sir Peter Pokenose, will mak 
my ain pot boil for a twelvemonth to come. I ne er 

had luck till I made my journey to Rome. Gude 
troth, I might ca' it my pilgrimage, for, by St. An- 
drew, 1 walked a' the way. 


SONG.—Mocrusy. 


When first I left home 
For the city of Rome, 
My means, I must own, were but u: D 
T liv'd upon tick, 
Till I found out the trick | 
O' fleecing the rich Dilletanti. 
By vending seals, rings. 
And such other odd things, * 
To the ignorant and the Wer 
By giving strange strictures 
On $tatues and pictures, 
I became a far-fam'd antiquary. 


Your gamesters may boast 
| Of large sums won or lost, 
At Faro, at Hazard, and E.O; 
I get greater gains, 
With much less risk and pains, 


B an Inta li 2 
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Should some virtuoso 
Pind out they're but so-so, 
That 07 antiques are modern, what care I 1 
Flresh dupes to my art 
Flock from each foreign part, 
E be 28 by the fam d 3 


© nter Sir Timothy.” 


Sir In. Vour servant, Mr. Macrusty. * am 
recommended to you by Count Pisani, for the pur- 
chase of a few antiques. I presume you know me. 
You must have heard of Sir Timothy Hopkins's 
entire. That wag of a Count calls me the Chevalier 
de Malte. A good hit, eb? Ha! ha! 
Mac. I am muckle indebted to the noble Count 
for procuring me the honour of a veesit ſrae one o- 
the most distinguished cognoscenti in London. 
Sir Tim, You are very obliging, Mr. Macrusty: 
though, to be sure, I have seen a — good things in 
my time. Alderman Guzzle, my next door neigh- 
bour, has a capital collection. Among other won- 
derful rarities, he has got a fine antique ring, with A 
head of Queen Anne engraved upon it; the origi- 
nal bagpipes of James the First of Scotland; the 
real jack-boots of Edward-the Second ; and the tail 
of Whittington s cat. There are a good many 
more; but it's as well to end at the tail.— A good 
hit, eh! ? Give me credit for that. Ha! ha! ha! 
Mac. Those you have mentioned are wonderful 
rarities indeed. I dinna ken 4 ever 1 heard o' sic 
ing things before. 1 0 
Sir Tim. Have you ap! hig ve curious at pre- 
sent, Mr. Macrusty? 
Mac. Yes, Sir Timothy; ;; ther de'il an \ antiquary. 
in; a eee shew you more. Here, for instance, 
. C 2 e 0 is 
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is a medal of inestimable value. As neither the head 
nor the inscription can be made out, it is very na- 
 turally conjectured to be an. Otho. Do but taste it 
e Sir Timothy: it has the very smack of an 
tha. 
Sir Tim, Gad-a-mercy, Sir! 0 you want to poi- 
son me? Why, why — it's all over verdigrise! 
Mac. Never fear, Sir; it will do you gude to 
taste it. Your true Roman rust will never hurt a 
connoisseur. 
Vir Tin. You shall excuse me, Mr. Inch üsty 
I've had enough of verdigrise. A drunken dog 
of a cook, at a city feast, left some at the bottom of 
a sauce- pan, and I was confined to my bed eighteen 
months with a dry cholic; and lucky, too, to come 
off so easily. It killed three aldermen, and nine of 
the common council; all men of great weight. Ah! 
*twas a heavy loss to the corporation. No, no, I'll 
not taste your rusty Otho! I've no taste for old 
coins. —Giue me credit for that. Ha! ba! ha! 
Mac. Weel, Sir Timothy, since you haena taste 
Fox old coins, In shew you something of another 
kind. I hae got a very beautiful bust of Sappho, 
without a head; and a head o' Aeraalingy; brite 
o * character, without a nose. 
Sir Tim. Brimful of character, indeed! 1 don't 
wonder at Messalina's losing her nose. Ha ! ha! 
| po „But where is he? 
Mac. They are baith in the next room, — 7 
ca' my sanctum sanctorum. I never let any body 
enter it but connoisseurs like yeerself. (As:de.) By 
my troth, I should be afraid to trust apy other there. 
—W ill you please to step in, Sir? 
Sir Tun. I'll follow you, Mr. Mucrusty. Wen 
1 a right to lead the way; for you are certainly 
the greater antique of the twWo.— I think Fd: a good 
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Jul. The words of my poor Rivers, 2 5 he _ 
leave of me to go to India, are as perfectly: present 
to my memory as if they had been this moment pro- 
nounced. I will not, said he, make you waste your 
youth in tedious expectation, while fortune is cheat 
ing me with distant prospects. In four years I shall 
either return worthy of you, or give you back your 
promise. Four years are now elapsed, and it is al- 
most two since I heard from him. Is he dead? or, 
is he unfaithful? Heigho ! I hardly know whether 
the last supposition be not as painful as the first. — 
But, no; my Rivers has not forgot me. He will 
be true to the promise implied in the song he gave 
me at parting. Let me try to chace W care by 
pes Oo: assurance a nee 


50 NG G (Jul. J accompanying Chief} 15 2 | 


| The faithful flow'r that courts the sun, 5 
Porns to him till his race is run; N 

7103: "Pden; sadly drooping in despairr 
From ev'ry leaf distils a tear. 1 5 


= The ano when far from: bes 12 125 
And her he loves, compell'd to — N þ 
Turns to the land that holds the fair; 
His heart, his hope, -h beau ieee 715 


But if, by Fate I relentless spite, . 
Frem ber. and home he's S * 
fag be can hope to see no more NR 
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To grief and to regret 2 prey 
The wretch in tears consumes e 
Nor, like the fickle, can he find 

T hat absence cures a love-sick mind, 


un, e has fniched the lr ms, 111 
echoed from the next room, during which ee 
 Staids's in mule astenishment, and then — 


G00 Heavens! what is this? The song is Lot 
to none but Rivers! Was it his wandering spirit, 
or some angel that echoed back the strain. Ad- 
vunces to the door with gigns of fear. * Heavens and 
earth, is this fancy 8 creation, or is it Rivers! 4 


Later Rivers, in a — great chat. 

2 *Tis Rivers himself, my dearest Juliana! 
ul. My beloved Rivers! (They embrace.) Tell 
me, for Heaven's sake, how you came here, and 
what means this disguise ? 

'Riv. You know, my angel, I was always your 
Hithful. servant, and now I'm "ou father” s. Hes 
hired me this morning. | 
Jul. What! are you our new man, F derick ; 9 

Riv. Just so. On my arrival over land from 
India, I heard of you at Venice, and traced you 
hither. But, being afraid lest the aversion of your 
parents should again prevent my approaching you, 
J prevailed on a friend, who is in my secret, to re- 
1 commend me to Sir Timothy, in the room of the 
3 Servant he discharged yesterday. As it is the-carni- | 
| val time, I am only in masquerade as well as the rest | 
of this mad Roman world. 

Jul. Well, Rivers, but what success in India? 

Riv. Bad, my jvliana. When I first arrived 


8 There, my e my well-known connections, and 
1 my 
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house of every one I met with; for the world's ever 
ready to assist those who appeat to want no assistance. 
But when it was known that I was at variance with 
my uncle; that I had brought out none of his interest 
or fortune; that, in short, I was no better than an 
honey adventurer, my welcome cooled. Such, 
however, is the hospitality of the country, that I 
might every day have found a hot repast with chill», 
ing treatment; and perhaps, as Fortune is a female, 
I might by flattery have at last smoothed my way ta. 
her 3 but Rivers could —_ be the parasite 
nor the sycophant; and, upon a forlorn 8 * 
Bengal for the country of | Tippoo Saib. 

Jul. My poor Rivers! | 
Riv. There I should have S i ths jea- 
lousy of the Sultan's French officers bad not repre- 
sented me as a spy. Upon this the tyfant gave me 

the choice of being trod to death by an elephant, or 
quitting his dominions. I hastened out of * 
and, af ter a series of misadventures, which would be 
equally painful for me to relate and for you to hear, 
found means to get back to Nope. in. little better 
plight than I appear. 

Jul. Well, come in what plight you will -you are 
not the less welcome to Juliana. 

Riv. Nothing 1s farther from my intention than 
to suffer you to associate your fortunes with those of 
a ruined man. No; give me your hand; let me 
imprint one more kiss wan it, and then abandon 
my claim to it for ever. 

Jud. Not se, Rivers: though Tam ck! 2. cannot 
afford to lose my lever. No, no, we set out in life 
upon a joint adventure, and the _— of pne shall 
de oommon to us both. e ee | 

ip. Generous girl! „ 
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1s a ar ar nome) | 
Jul. But perhaps the failure of your hopes is 6k 5.508 


| the only reason for offering to annul opr engage · 
Nr Lou have some favourite in India. 


| Riv, Can you suppose that the sable beauties of 
the East could make me forget the fair maid I left in 


England! or, that I could prefer any of my coun-. 
trywomen who go to India from mercenary motives,. 
to the dear girl who was generous enough to love 


me; thoogh: Yeatitute of Rune 1 4a my Juliana. 


Alk. Rar 


| The pledge you gave on that blest day, 
When first your love you blushing told, 
p ve neither chang'd nor cast AY 
Nor basely barter'd it for gold 
Nor sparkling gems, nor sparkling eyes, 
Could tempt me to forego my Pe | 


1 


=— 


No, to my bosom, next my heart, 
Jour heart in safety I convey'd; 
And there, through change of time and space, 55 
The dear the welcome guest has — PL 
Till now so close the union's grown, 
I cannot tell which 1 is my own, 


+ 4 


Riv. And now, my. "Juliana it is ; your turn tg 


answer me a question: Have I no rival | 
Jul. Ves, indeed, and a very formidable one too. | 
Iam in danger of being taken by storm by an Italian 
nobleman ; according to his own account, the great- 
est warrior in christendom. And, as I live, bene 
comes the killing Count himself, with my lady m 
ther! Let us provide for our wee by. a quick re- 


kreat, | : [ Ereunt. 
Enter 5 


A DAY Ar ROME: - 17 


Enter Sir TiMoTHY and MacrusTY on ane side, 

mit servants carrying hurts, Statues, pictures, 
pots, Sc. Lady Hoexins and Pisaxt, bn 
Fog: e 


T. Hop. What, in the name of wonder, is all this 
725 Sir Tim. Rubbish, my dear | Why, they are very 
valuable antiques, that I've bought of Mr. Mac- 
rusty, as per margin. You know, we travellers 
ought to shew that we have a little taſte. | 
Mac. Aye, and a muckle deal o' siller. (As:de.) 

Sir Tim. Why should not I have as good a col- 


o 


lection as my neighbour Guzzle ? 
S800 NG. Sir Timothy. 
On our return to London town, 
My brother alderman must own, 
When our collection he shall see, | 
That we have taste as well as he. h ; 
Lord! how the neighbours all will stare, 
To see our foreign dress and air! 


To hear us, stead of How d'ye do? 
Cry, Come sta; and parlez vous? 


When plac'd at corporation-feast, 

I'll praise that most which I like least; 
Treat beef and port with great disdain, 
Extol French cooking and Champaign. 
Vet, spite of all this mighty boast, 
Be glad to taste Old England's roast; 
Rejoice to find myself again 

Imported neat in P4:/pot-lane. 


I. Hp. They seem to be very curous indee l 
Pray what are these bottles? They look for all the 
world like them that hold Daffy's Llixir. 
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A DAT AT ROME. 1 


Mac. They are called Lachrynatorie, my Lady; 


and were made by the auncients to hold the tears of 
disconsolate widows. 


JL. Hop. Mercy on us, what a size! 1 | 

Sir Tim. Why, yes, somewhat too large for most 
modern widows, I believe. A good hit, eh? (slap- 
Ping Macrusty violently on the shoulder.) 

Mac. O' my faith, rather too gude a one, Sit. 

Sir Ti mothy. ( Tikes up 4 pipkin, painted black 
and brown, in imitation of an Ettuscah vate.) 
The Lachrymatoriæ, my Lady, are objects of mere 


curiosity; but here is a beauty. See how the figures 
are enamelled: fine! clear! exquisite! This Etrus- 
can vase is a jewel of the first water. In the whole 


collection bought by the Breetish parliament for ten 
thousand pounds, there's nothing like 1 it. 

Pisani. That I'll be sworn to. | 

JL. Hop. Well, but what does it cost? 

Mac. Only two hundred sequins, my Lady 5 

L. Hop. Two huntired sequins! What an uncon- 
scionable price! 

Mac. Why, my Lady, if the figures were Sack 
upon a brown ground, it would not be worth a tenth. 
part of the money ; but being brown . black, 
alters the case. 

Pisani. (In an attitude of affected admiration.) 
Wonderful! wonderful! I never saw any thing 
equal to it in all Italy. 

I. Hop. Well, preserve me, if it does not look 
exactly like a pickling pip. 

Sir Tim. What, my Lady, you can't forget pre- 
serving and pickling, 12 

Pisani. Sir Timothy, 1 congratulate you upon 
your acquisitions. You have got a collection of 
the most extraordinary relics of art I ever saw. 

Th Tim. Ay, give me credit for that. Ha! ha! 


Wel, now, after 50 mu ch virtu, suppose we 
have 


Ann Ar RDME.: . 1592 


have 1 little music. That will be passing the. day as. 
it is customary to pass 4 Day at Rome. 

Pisani. Suppose, my Lady, you were to indulge 
us with that little graxioso air you used to sing so 
charmingly at Florence. (7 Saen, . W one 1 
have lost my spouse. .“. 

L. Hop: Oh! the paroddity 1 made on Sir Timcg 
1 s first absence after our marriage? 


er OG my Ladys the adlhep:;) HY 


SONG ood Hopkins, | 


Shepherds, I have lost my spouse, 
He's left me to my sorrow; 
Pride of ev'ry porter-house 
In London and the Borough! E 


Whither, ah! whither 1s he gone, 
And left his Marg'ry moping ? | 
The shepherds answer to my moan,— 


* To Chelsea a swan-hopping.” 


n the song PisAxi cries, Bravs ! Bravis- 
imo] making, at the same time, grimaces of 
utter disgust, ¶ Aside.] Sir Timothy falls 
asleep; while Lady Hophins, who sings most 
hudeously out of tune, keeps i moreasmng in discord: 
ance towards the latter part.] 


Enter Juliana. 3 
FINALE. —Qzuartetto, p 


Jul. Behold the table's ample stores, 
. Gary rang d | 
Mac. A welcome sight. 


Methinks I feel an appetite: 

5 I ne'er refuse when friends invite. 
Pisani. l'd almost eat as soon as fight. 
Ones. Mercy upon us! how soon he snores! 

P 2 . Hog 


K DAY AT ROME.' 


T. Hop. ' Dinner's grateful steams allure "TY 
. y the attractions I adjure then 
Of roast and boil'd, of pye and cake; 
| Awake, my dear! awake | awake! 
Jul. Awake, 4. awake |! awake! 
Sir Tim. Eh! what d'ye say? What says my Lady ? 
T. Hop. Say! why I r the dinner's N. 
Sir Tim. Is dinner ready? 
L. * and Jul. Dinner's ready. 
_ - » - Dinner's 1277 88 
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END OF ACT 1, 
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SCENE Z. 


Mrs. Blame s. Enter Praant ad Mrs. BLARNEY 


meeting. 


Mrs. Blar. Werrass so fast, Signor Count? 


Pisani. 1 am going to the masquerade. You see 
I'm ready drest. 


Mrs. Blar. And how do matters stand betwixt you 
and the young lady ? 

' Pisami, I fear they are quite at a stand. I don' t 
find that I ae any progress in her affections. - 

Mrs. Blar. I'll tell you how you may. You were 


talking this morning something about a thousand 
sequins for my interest. 


Pisani. You shall have them. 
Mrs. Blar. Make them guineas. and PU insure 
= a favourable oy of being alone with 
| her, and nobody to interrupt you but your own- 
are. I. N the 0 a ones are to — 
masks 
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masks here, and then to go to the masquerade. You 
Shall pay her a visit when they are gone, my jewel. 
Pisani. Well, and what then? _ 
Mrs. Blar. And what then ? Ah, you foreigners 
don't understand making love like my countrymen : 4 


they go a very different way to work. 


Pisani. I should like to know ROE way. Say, 
how is it, Mrs. Blarney? 
Mrs. Blar. Say how ! No, faith, won't I but 


* sing it to you; for the whole art and craft lies 


in an old song that T learnt when I was a little weany 
dorsy * no bigger than an apple-poratoc. | 


SONG. Ns. Blarng, 1 


If your girl be kind and coming, 
Observe the language of her eyes; 5 
Take no denial— tis but mumming 
She means to grant what she denies. 
Then boldly play the lover's part: 
FIt lay my lite you win her e 


If the maid be coy and froward, 4 
And check your passion with a ms 
Ne'er stand, Shall [—like a coward; 
But. seize, and make the prize PRs own. a 
Then boldly play the lover's part; 
IU lay my life you win her heart... | — [Encrnte; 


SCENE. 27. 


A Saloon. Sr Wort Lab ritt ant 
Ju LIANA, discovered Seated; a crowd of Masks 
* 


* 
„ 


* 
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toll arfferent lang uages. Enter Rives, d- 
used as a Mountebank, with his Merry Andrews 


"—_— Pa SANL enters, * as GY ves 


3 3 ADDRESS. 


5 Flaws: hither hasten, young and old, 
Who wish to purchase health with gold : 
See a sage, who, from his rostrum, 
Administers advice and nostrum: 
The one he gives his patients gratis; 
The other, for pecuniæ gutis. 
Complaints he cures, of ev'ry kind, 
Whether of body or of mind. | 
He knows all nature's hidden laws; 
Of each effect expounds the cause; 
Shews why it lightens, hails, and thunders; 
And rivals Katterfelto's wonders. 
Say, would you wish to hear him speak 
"ov In English, Latin, Welch, or Greek. ? 


L Hop. Oh! in English, by all means. 
iv. To this illustrio us assembly, long — health, 
and felicity ! | 


Sir Tim. Then we Should have no occasion for 
you, doctor. 


L. Hop. But pray, Sir, if you be a doctor what 
cures have you performed ? 

Riv. Oh! the cures I have performed are incre- 
dible. I cured a violent eruption in the face of 
Mount Vesuvius ; I cured the island of Sicily of a 
terrible inflammation in the dowels; and tlie Nite, of 
a dangerous cataract. 

Sir Tim. I give you credit for that. 
tv. have also cured the consumption of the 
purse in 1 . hydrophobia in drunk- 


ards, 


Jors, 
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24 A DAY AT OY 
ards, and the nausea of matrimony i in old bache- 


- Ge Tim,” Some busbands tire teubled wich that 
complaint too, doctor.—A good hit, ch? Ha! ha! 
ha 

Pisant. " Pray tell me, Monsieur Mountebank, F 


have you any skill in astrology ? 
Rip. Yes, Sir, enough to know that Mars wears 


z malign aspect, will decline i in his orbit. and soon 


be totally eclipsed. _ 
Pisani. Now I have detected your ignorant pre- 


tensions; for, by my calculation, that planet will 


soon be in conjunction with Venus. 


Riv. A short time will shew which of us is the 
ignorant pretender, ,  _ 

Pisani. Impudent rascal ! 

L. Hop. Nay, Count, don't be angry ; you . 


ir 's only a little bit of fun, fit tor the e time. 


a A Dance—after whkch, Pence Sir Timothy, 
Lady Hophins, G oF 


SCENE IV. 


— 


Juliana' s Dressing Room. Enter J ULI ANA. 


—— 


Jul. How the mind reflects its own colour upon 


i every thing around us! If Rivers had not returned, 


the noise, the bustle, and the jargon of these masks, 
would have been insupportable. But now, both 
my eye and ear were gratified 


'SONG. 


- ANAL * eur, — i 


4%. 
7. 7 . IS: 


5 =: SONG elend. 3 3 3 


To seek geld and danger when Henry — 5 
My days were as gloomy as night :- | 

/ But Since from abroad my'dear Henry is come, 
All around me is cheerful and bright. - 


| He 8 come, and the pleasures flow on in full tide! 

He's come, and away flies old Cate 4ikF; 

No more the grim spectre shall lie by ny __ 
e horrible hang oer my chair. 


l Enter RIvkxs, as a Mountebank. 


What, $0 soon returned ! Is not this imprudence, 
Rivers? 
Riv. No, my lore, ! tis s prudence. While 1 was 
putting on this dress, I distinctly overbeard a con- 
piracy going on between that knave of a Count and 


Mrs. Blarney; and, from the frequent repetition of 


your name, I am convinced that you are seriously 
concerned. I have been at the masquerade, and he 
is not there. 
Jul. You don't suppose he intends coming here? 
Riv. I make no doubt but he does; and, with 
your permission, will conceal myself somewhere, in 
8 completely to detect and "ore: the villain. | 
"on You cn 8 1 


e | SONG.—Rivers. „ 080-9 
: From thy bosom banish fear 3" 

7 Dread no harm while I am near, | 

Upon this arm relyi 

1 The wretch who dares. Nh wuch profane 
N pure, thy matchless charms to stain, 
By Heay'n i is sure e ö 
PL ee 4 Then 
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Then colin, my love, th troubled mind 4. 
In me thou shalt à guardian e 1 = 
For tis the charter of the brayre . 
Bows peril still the sex to save; 3 

Our 3 1. bg iy care, od 


flu here he comes. wre hall hide erer, 
= 1 know not. 75 1 
have it. (Hider fl wi FRE 7 


GS dg Enter ProAnt; 2 MCG.” 

Jul. What is the mieanis : of i this intrusion 2— 
This is taking great liberty, ir, to come into my 
dressing room . _ 

Pisani. It is, Signorina; but we Italians, you 
know, are led to take great liberties 1 In car- 
nival time. 

Jul. I shall avail myself of iht zin privilege, ie to 
desire you to return to the place whence you came. 

Pisani. Excuse me, Signorina; I'm tired of the 


masquerade. 
Jul. I dare say. ladeed it affords little amuse- 


ment to a man so accustomed to wear a mask as you 


are. 
Pisani. I certainly prefer the happiness of laying 


myself at your feet. 
Jul. 1 thought, Sir, I had forbidden you to talk 


of love. 
Pisani. And 1 mean to obey. you : 1 sball talk ng 


longer. 


: DI ALOGUE DUO.. 
of Come, corny my dear Mis, be comphing and 


| S 
5 I hope, good Signor, you don't mean to be rad. = 
ot 


Not rude, Si tina, m n 

With spirit and — as à soldier shquld - 

1 That I'm no easy conquest you Il presently ee; 
For though yo k urks, you're ng soldier for 


me. 
P. Come, 2 my dear Vis, be complying and 


ph 3 good Signor, you don't mean to be rude. 

P. There's no one to help you no creature is near. 

J. Yet neither your threats nor your insults I fear. 

P. The door first 11 fasten, — then we shall see 

If yon are a match both for love and for ne. 
a You'll then have no better a chance than before: 

For you L've no love—there's no bolt to the do and 


5. Come, come my my dear Nins, be complying 
8 . 
| 75 'Thope god Signor, , you don's mean to be rude. 
ignorina, O, 1gNOT. NT 
P. Abbracciamo, . J. No, Signor. 
P. Cara,cara, © J. Go, Signor. 
P. Abbractjamo, _ J. No, Signor. 
The best thing you can do is to hasten away, 
Lest now of Journ cximes you the arbeit should 


PY. 
P. Come, don't look $0 angry, but give me a kiss: 
When. you bless N adorer, you share in the 
— „ ee 


4 Stund of, 3 villain ! You Shall find 
that Heayen 1 abandons i innocence, Where 8 
m 5 | 
E 1 0 rf ' Rf Voice ) Foc 8 

Picani. O Dio zanto! What is ey, In the 
name of San Gennaro, what art thouꝰ 

iu. What! (discovering himself) is che mighty 
| Mars frightened a ata; mountebank's ick ul en 


F 2 ; | Pisani. 
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Pisani, A tricks ch? 


weapon insrantly, or or Tea dead man. 


e his pills. SIT 


Enter Mes. BLA RNEY. | fo 


Mrs. Blar. Arrah now! what's 5 the maning of all 
this 'botheration'? 

Jul. Mrs. Blarney, Ive been grosly insulted by 
this Count, this impostor, this villain! I know not 
what to call him: and might have been murdered, 


had I not been protected by the men in the 


mountebank's dress. 


Mrs. Blar. Indeed! But pray, Miss, how came 95 
the mountebank here to protect you? I' have no 


mountebanks in my house. Pray, Sir, be after ta- 


ing yourself off: you've no business here. 
Riv. I'll convince you, Mrs. Blarney, that I have 


| business here. 


(Takes off his dress and mask; and auer a. 
Footman's great coat.) 
Riv. I fancy, Francesco, you'll not venture to 
deny your old master, Rivers. 8 
Pisani. No, Sir; you are my old Satin, a I 
man? ame humble Servant. (Bowmg, and walk- 


ET 
Enter Sir 3 wy Lady Horx INS. — 4 
* Hep. Pray, Rune gout! 80. Kr exp. eacrg 


% — 
Rv. (Tuking him 25 rhe other arm ) No, Ws 
Count ; pray don't go. 
I. Hop. My stars, if here is ne Our man Frede: 


rick | as into a 3 K 


| n 


— 


Ie Bl Fait e ue ks 2 
ching at all b He has been in twenty shapes to- 
a and at ht N on the disguise N | 
Jul. Why sure, mamma, you recollect an ge. | 
tleman. It is Mr. Rivers. At the hazard of his 
life, he has saved me from the violente of this 
wretch, who i is no ne but an impoſtor and a 


" While Salon is l the Count maker 
Several efforts to get N but 4 Is as ofien N 

F Stopt by Rivers) | 

Abe, Bler. Oh, the big rogue ! I could rear lis 


Z "Hop. How chall we e punich bim for his auda- 
cious be viour? | 
Bo. I think I see some people coming, who will | 
n e ee Fug EINE e 


, 4 * 


+. * x 


Buter Siri, OY * FREE Tong eue, 1 
|  Pistols in their Hirgles. . 


Thexe 1 are sbirri, my Lady; z officers of j zustdce. rn 
speak to them, — What i is your” business here, Sig: | 
nori ws 
 Sbirri. we are looking for one pansesed Taglis 
Borsa, alias Count Pisant. | Ah! Orbe. del Diavolo, | 
here's the very man. f a | 
N 801 an order to apprehend bim for a obs 
* | 5 
Et (The Sirri search Pisanb r pockets, and fr 
Bio: (Tg e pep hs 
rymsg if they are 9 A 
ls and ele, 9 ME . | 


"(Th Shire mie ” e, 


A Fir of del yt | 


0 „ ar AT ROME. 


Si, Tim. Aye, and loaded too, 115 warnt woa. 
—A good hit, <<? Ha! hat bal“ " 


(The Shiri take out ſeveral 92 he's gibe ahi 
9 ern eee 
Niv. Mrs. Blarney, n . you were! hisaccom- 

lice. 

: VMs. Blar. Who 4 your Honour ?. "Upon: my 

conscience now, but poor Het Blarney i 15. As. innocent 

as the babe unborn. 
Riv. What do you say to thisnote of the Count's, 
promising you a thousand sequins for your. — 


1 
ve. Blar. A thousand Ne o the chating 
rogue] He said it should be guine 65 

Riv. An innocent babe, wüyt K. chink we had 
| better give you to these gentlemen to nurse. 

Mrs. Blar. Ulubboo! O 4 77 met IF * 
2 52d blunder indeed * Tees |; 


Ener Wacken 


. Sir Teemothy, I've ta en the leeherty 
ſor payment of the valuable antiques ! ty 1 ba- 
nour to sell to you this morning. 1 beg yay to EX» 
euse me for coming s late. 
Riv. I fancy, Mr. Macrusty, you'll find you” > come | 
too soon. Here's an account of the sale of mock 
antiques, by which it appears that you are engaged 
in a conspiracy to defraud this worthy gentleman. ' 
Mac. What! I defraud a gentleman | NO— I'm 
a gentleman mysell. The 8 are as aun; 
cient 2 family as any in a Scotland. 
Riv.” You shall speak when you come before the 
Joke) Here, sbirri, take gy of Mr. puny a2 Þ | 
ee Si, signor. c 11 80 
ir 


— 


"i 
S 
* 
-» 
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1 Si Tim Ay graft angry a. 
videsr dest and rustiest irons you can nd. 
Shirri. Signor, 84: N | 


Sir Tim. A hit ch, Mr: Macru 
hal but | Faun FE. 
: . Well, Ta e 1 deem det Wes 5 
2 * - Mr. Rivers amends for the service he has 


done us, Fg ook 
Sir Tim. n my dear, we bad b beter leave : 
te = . 


. If a fortune and a title, Sir Tincthy, ta. 
make regia of her hand, Tam just come into 
possession of both. Forgive me, my Juliana, for 
putting your nerous nature to a trial. 
Sir Tim. What! are you now Sir Henry Rivers? 
You have svcceeded to your uncle's title) 
| Riv. And to his estate too. It was his intention 
do leave it away from me; but, luckily, when be 
went to his attorney 's to sign his will, he korgor to 


oy his spectacles in his pocket. 
2 Hop. Give me your hand, Juliana. Sir Henip - 
95 Sal improved since he was Mr. Rivers. 
When shall we have the happy day, child ? + 
Jul. I don't know indeed, mamma. 
Sir Tim. Well, Ido. We'll have it before = 
| carnival's over, to be sure. As Rivers is no pa 
we must not make bim keep lent;—A good bir, ck ns 


; Give me credit for that, Rivers. Hai St? ha! 
8 Ni. 1 Bye you credit, Sir moans n 


too. SE 
5 1 50 sksręrro. eee 
Mac. Oh, har! oh, heat! 
Mrs. Bla. | Oh, dear 5 * l 
| | Fi. Dear Sir! Ii intreat you fe 
| | | Hate _ e 1 
Mrs. Bla. 1 1 e 
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| Mrs, Bla: Ohe! 'what ſhall I do 2 Nay... 
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: Shall rue this day tap 


neck. it dull racks. > big 56k 
And base woman vou 1 


. Oh, Cielo) I am lost, pH . 
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Riu. You'll find, to your c 


* . 
w b * 


SGauch tricks 8 15 | N ; 


Ars. Bla. Alack |. e ex wh Ray hh 1 © 
3 l 
8 l 1 N 4 
e ee S Sarto! a 3 


„„ Were all three undone Greats ane 1 


Mrs. Bla. Oh! 4 I'm sure I'll go de 
Shirri. Eh viva * da 
Oh, hear! | ob eur! | 


1 * 


Rv. Our Day at Rona 3 to 
With cheerio plaudits'crown our 

L o you we sue for absolution: 
Your pardon's better than the Pope's. | 
Jul. With chilling frowns, ah + do not daunt us, 
Nor be too rig rous in your doom; 
But forty days indulgence ago” 

Bhs 2 ** To pany We Ehrebval, at Rome. 
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